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Ike Hittorie of 

prince. Faith, tell me now in earned, how c&mc F<ujta/ff cs 

S ^f/°WhyV he backt it with his Dagger, and faid he wftuld 
fweare truth out of tngland but hee would make yui beleeueit 
was done in fight, and perfwaded v s todocttiGikc. * 

Car. Yea, and totsckle our nofes with lpcare-gralle, to make 
them bleed e, and then to beflubber our garments with it, and 

fweareifwas the blood oftrue men. I did that I did not.thisfea- 

uenyeare before, 1 bluflitto heare his monftrous deuifes. 

‘pm.wO, villaine, thou ftoleftatup ofSackeeighcecncyeeres 
a°o and wert taken with the manner, and euer iince thou haft 
bluftit extempore, thou hail! fire and fword on thy fidc,andyet 
thou ranft away : what inftinft hadft thou for it ? 

Bar. My l or d , doe you fee thefe meteors r <Hje you behold 
thefe exhalations ? 

Prin. I doe. 

Bar. What thinke you they portend f 

Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. • 

Bar. Choler,tny Lord,ifiightly taken. 

Enter Faljlalffe. 

Pm. No, if rightly taken. Halter. Here comes leane lacke, here 
Somes bare r bone. Hftwnowmy fwectc creature of Bumbaft, 
ihow long is’t ago, lacks, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee? 

Pal. My owne ICnec i when I was about thy y cares ( Hat) I 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft ; I could haue crept into a- 
ny Aldermas thuaibe-ring : a plague of lighmg and griefe, it 
blowes a man vp like a bladder, T ker’s villanous newes abroad, 
here was fir lohnbraby from your Father .• you muff goctothe 
Court in the morning. The lame mad fellow of the North/Percy, 
and lie of Wales, that gaue Ammon the Baftinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold , and fw ore the Dwell his true liegeman vpon 
the Croflc of a welch hoeke ; what a plague call you him 
Pom. O Glendower. 

pal. Owen, Owen y the fame, and his Sonne in law Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland-, and the iprighly Scot of ^Cu|tcs23r> 5 ’* 
^/4/i-,thatrunncsahorle-backevp a hill p'erpendic ular, 

“ Prin. Heethat rides athighfpeed, andwith a Xbftoilkillesa 

Sparrovv flying, ' 
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Falf. You haue hit it. 

Prinee. So did he neuer the Sparrow. 

Fat{. Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him , he will not 

^prince. Why what a rafcall art thou then,to praife him fo foe 

running i ■' 

Falf. A horfe-backe (yeeCuckoc) but on footehee will not 

budge a foote. 

pm. Yes lacke, vpon inftinrfh 

Falf .- 1 grant ye, vpon inftimfl: well, heeis there too, and one 
C Mordake, and a thoufand blew Caps more. fVdrteJlcr is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the newes, 
you may buy Land now as cheapc as ftincking Maekreli. 

Prin. Then t’is like, if there come a hot Sunne, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold , wee (hall buy May den-heads as they buy Hob- 
nailes, by die hundreds. 

Pal. By the Made lad, thou frill true, it is like wee fhall haue 
go 0 tl t rjiilhi g That way. But tell me Hal, Art not thou horrible a- 
feard l thou being Heire apparent 4 could the world picke thee 
out three Sack enemies ajUiu a S' tf?aT fax d DowgUs, that fpirit 
Tery 7 ) thte deviLGl endow Art . v thou not horrible aff aide? 
JMnet tlu) olood dm II af t t } 

Prin. Not awhityfaith : I lacke fume of thy inftinft. 

Falf. Well, thou wilr be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thoucommeft to thy Father; if thou doe lone mee, pradifean 
anfwere. 

Prince. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I? content : this Chairefhalbc my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cufhin my Crowne. 

Prin. T by State is taken for a ioynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, for apit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

Falf. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite cut of thee, 
now (halt thoubemoued, Giuem e a cuppeof Sackctomake 
mine eyes looke reddc, that it may be thought I haue wept: 
For Imuftfpeake inpaftion, and I v\illd®e it in King Cambtjcs 
vamei 
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